
88  ZITy  Soul,  3e  (Dn  Ojy  (Buarfc 
George  Heath.  Laban.  S.  M.  Lowell  Mason. 

1.  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard;  Ten  thou -sand  foes  a  -  rise;  The 

2.  0  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray;  The  bat  -  tie  ne’er  give  o’er;  Be- 
3.  Ne’er  think  the  vic-t’ry  won,  Nor  lay  thine  ar  •  mor  down;  The 

4.  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death  Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God;  He’ll 

hosts  of  sin  are  press  -  ing  hard  To  draw  thee  from  the  skies, 

new  it  bold  -  ly  ev  -  ’ry  day,  And  help  di  -  vine  im  -  plore. 
work  of  faith  will  not  be  done,  Till  thou  ob  tain  the  crown. 

take  thee,  at  thy  part  -  ing  breath,  To  His  di  -  vine  a  -  bode.  A  -  MEN. 

89  Sauior,  Ctgain  to  Cfyy  Dear  Ztarne. 
Edward  J.  Hopkins. 

1.  Sav  -  ior,  a  -  gain  to  Thy  dear  name  we  raise  With 

2.  Grant  us  Thy  peace  up  -  on  our  home-ward  way;  With  Thee  be- 

3.  Grant  us  Thy  peace,  Lord,  thro’  the  com  -  ing  night,  Turn  Thou  for 

4.  Grant  ns  Thy  peace  thro’  -  out  our  earth  -  ly  life,  Our  balm  in 

cord  our  part -ing  hymn  of  praise;  We  stand  to  bless  Thee  ere  our 
gan,  with  Thee  shall  end  the  day;  Guard  Thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the 

us  its  dark -ness  in  -  to  light;  From  harm  and  dan  -  ger  keep  Thy 
sor  -  row,  and  our  stay  in  strife;  Then,  when  Thy  voice  shall  bid  our 



Satnor,  Ctgain  to  Cfyy  Dear  Hame. 

wor  -  ship  cease,  Then,  low  -  ly  kneel  -  ing,  wait  Thy  word  of  peace, 

hearts  from  shame,  That  in  this  house  have  called  up  -  on  Thy  name, 

chil  -  dren  free,  For  dark  and  light  are  both  a  -  like  to  Thee, 

con  -  flict  cease,  Call  us,  0  Lord,  to  Thine  e  -  ter- nal  peace. 
 A -MEN. 

90  Cttrakc,  HTy  Soul. 

Philip  Doddridge.  Christmas.  C.  M.  George  F.  Handel. 

1.  A  -  wake,  my  soul,  stretch  ev  -  ’ry  nerve,  And  press  with
  vig  -  or 

2.  A  cloud  of  wit  -  ness  -  es  a  -  round  Hold  thee  in  full  sur- 

3.  ’Tis  God’s  all  -  an  -  i  -  mat  -  ing  voice  That  calls  thee  from  on
 

4.  Blest  Sav  -  ior,  in  -  tro^_duced  by  Thee,  Have  I  my  ra
ce  be- 

A  heav’n-ly  race  de  -  mands  thy  zeal,  And 

For  -  get  the  steps  al  -  read  -  y  trod,  And 

’Tis  His  own  hand  pre  -  sents  the  prize  To 

And,  crowned  with  vie  -  fry,  at  Thy  feet  I’ll
 

an  im  -  mor  -  tal  crown, 
on  -  ward  urge  thy  way, 

thine  as  -  pir  -  ing  eye, 

lay  my  hon  -  ors  down, n 

And  an  im  -  mor  -  tal  crown. 
And  on  -  ward  urge  thy  way. 

To  thine  as  -  pir  -  ing  eye. 

I’ll  lay  my  hon -ors  down.  A -men. 


